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PREFACE. 




HE less an author says of his own com- 
position the better ; and yet a few intro- 
ductory words are always considered 
necessary. 

The first poem in the following series, entitled 
** Love and Jealousy/' is partly an imitation of 
Ariosto. The first canto, however, with the excep- 
tion of the bare outline of the story, is entirely new ; 
and although in the second canto the great Italian 
has been more largely borrowed from, yet even 
there, owing to the fragmentary nature of the com- 
position, the original tale has been considerably 
altered. 

As for the next poem, " Europa," it was com- 
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posed with the idea of setting forth the well-known 
truth that all knowledgie and art came originally from 
the East and have ever travelled Westward. The 
East is " the cradle of the human race," while the 
West seems destined to be the sphere and horizon of 
its intellectual manhood and strength. In my praise 
of the West, however, with which the poem con- 
cludes, I have stopped short of America, and for 
very obvious reasons. 

The Author. 
1863. 
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LOVE AND JEALOUSY. 

CANTO I. 

The PanidUe of Lore described, 

And Hjmen's garden, where 
The blest Medoro wooed and won 

Angelica tlie fair. 

tT is the bright and happy time that 
comes. 
When wann young hearts are link'd 
in love for ever ; 
A sacred spring-time of the bouI, that blooms 

Once in a lifetime and retumeth never. 
No cload the visionary prospect glooma, 

But life flows onward like a tranquil river ; 
And earth and air and sea and sky unite 
To yield one season of supreme delight. 
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II. 
Happy the honied moons that wax and wane \ 

Happy the golden suns that rise and set ; 
Happy the tiny stars with all their train, 

Studding with diamond light a heaven of jet. 
It seems the golden age come back again. 

And with a holier dew the flowers are wet ; 
While far beyond that flush of sunset sky 
The gates of Paradise wide-open lie. 

III. 
Love keepB the key of this delightful land, 

And UDBeen Cupids lurk in every bower ; 
And winglesB made by some mysterious hand 

The little urchins lose their vagrant power. 
Perch'd in the trees where greenest boughs expand 

Screen'd from the heat, they prattle hour by hour 
And children's voices, lisping half-form'd words. 
Fall mingled softly with the song of birds. 

IV. 

Here calls the Echo with a human voice, 
And woods are vocal with the name of Love, 

Making each separate living thing rejoice 
That moves in earth below or heaven above. 
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Love and Jealousy, 3 

The lion roars with no discordant noise. 

And meekly answers to the murmuring dove ; 
While round the infant's limbs, with playful shining, 
The thickly-jeweU'd snake its form is twining. 

V. 

Here none may enter but the true and kind, 
And hearts alive to love and dead to pelf; 

Hence far away the calculating mind, 
And narrow natures centred all on self ! 

With flaming sword, that smites the gazer blind, 
These gates are guarded by a powerful elf; 

The same that erst, as sacred legends tell, 

Guarded Heaven's gate when our first father fell. 

VI. 

Here, as you enter. Love, a dimpled boy. 
With golden goblet in his hand is. seen, 

Half flying and half running in his joy. 
And secret laughter in his roguish mien. 

With look of innocence and aspect coy 
And child-like grace he gives the cup, I ween ; 

Then changing quickly when the deed is done. 

He laughs outright — the enchantment is begun. 
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VII. 

Birds in the bowers are warbling as you pass^ 
And Echo answers from a land unknown ; 

A stream runs onward, glittering in the grass, 
And singing to itself in under-tone. 

The bending welkin like a dome of glass 
With sapphire radiance floods the cloudless zone ; 

While stranger-flowers to earth unknown and fair, 

Blush to look up and smile to meet you there. 

VIII. 

Farther and farther still you wander on 
Over the pathless sward, away, away. 

Catching a sudden golden glimpse anon 

Of flocks and startled herds and fawns at play. 

One moment gleams the landscape and 'tis gone : 
Rocks, hills, and streams in quick succession gay ; 

Nymphs half-conceal'd within their native bowers ; 

Mab robed as Queen, and fairies crown'd with 
flowers. 

IX. 

Here too, at certain seasons, you behold. 
Innocently naked near her crystal well. 

The Naiad combing out her locks of gold. 
And singing to herself like Philomel. 
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Approach : and, startled at your footstep bold, 

She plunges headlong in her watery cell ; 
While rising bubbles on the surface show 
How close the unseen Beauty hides below. 



X. 

And over all the land, in hush'd repose, 
A pleasing aspect of contentment lies ; 

A deeper murmur in each stream that flows ; 
And tenderer dews let fall from holier skies ; 

A gentler glory in each flower that blows ; 
A subtler shading of the sunset's dyes ; 

A something sweetening, softening, most intense, 

Entrancing heayen and earth, and soul and sense. 

XI. 

Happy the man who spends his lifetime here. 
While amorous ring-doves murmur on his roof; 

Where Hymen holds his court throughout the year. 
And Faun and Satyr sport with playful hoof! 

Dryads and Nymphs are hastening far and near ; 
Nor do the sister Graces stand aloof; 

While many a love-smit maid and beardless boy 

Trip to the ranks and swell the general joy. 
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XII. 

And this the genial soil^ the climate this^ 
Where Hymen dwells for ever, and repair, 

To spend their honeymoon of love and bliss, 
Beauty and Strength in combination rare. 

And here, as elder story sings, I wis, 
Medoro and Angelica the fair 

Came to this second heaven below the skies. 

In Love's young dawn and wedlock's holy ties. 

XIII. 

She found him on the field of battle lying 

Amidst his native Saracenic host ; 
His swift- wing'd soul was on the verge of flying ; 

His wounds were bleeding and his arms were lost. 
She kissed those ashen lips with frequent sighing, 

And call'd him by the name he loved the most ; 
Alas ! to no endearments he replies. 
And death's eclipse is on those violet eyes. 

xiv. 
How tenderly she lifts his drooping head. 

And bathes his forehead in the waters cool ; 
As *calm within her arms he lay for dead. 

In grand repose and aspect beautiftil. 
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Colossal like an antique god, outspread 

With huge unbreathing form beside the pool — 
E'en as she gazed with weeping eyelids there 
She thought that death had never look'd so fair. 

XV. 

Fair were the drooping lids that veiFd his sight. 
And golden locks about his shoulders flung ; 

Like him of old^ the fabled god of light, 
For ever lovely and for ever young. 

Glorious idolatry of form so bright, 

The son of Leto and from Delos sprung ! 

The grace and strength in harmony divine 

Are now Medoro's which have once been thine. 

XVI. 

But see, he breathes ! and colour to his cheek 
Comes like the morning of another day ; 

Those first faint bars of light, that dimly streak 
The cold grey east when night has pass'd away. 

Like floweret cropp'd before its time, and weak, 
Rescued from death the beauteous suflerer lay ; 

Feeling but nought of life besides its pain. 

That made it almost bliss to die again. 
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8 Love and Jealousy, 

XVII. 

Then hastily she rose and linger'd not. 

For love and hope were stronger than all fear ; 

She sought some simple shepherd of the spot^ 
Whose flocks were feeding on the pastures near. 

With him she hore Medoro to his cot, 
A lowly roof than palaces more dear 5 

And there the royal daughter of Cathay 

Tended the wounded man by night and day. 

XVIII. 

Slowly at first, but quicker by degrees, 

He gathered strength and beauty, both in one ; 

Like Spring's first verdure on the budding trees, 
Hastening its growth with each successive sun. 

Joyful the rapid change the princess sees. 

Nor knows herself meanwhile a maid undone ; 

His mien, his manners, all had play'd their part. 

And forced a passage to her virgin heart. 

XIX. 

Oft would she watch him as he slept, and take 
Sweet kisses from his mouth, a stolen prize ; 

Then blushing deeply, did he seem awake. 
Betray her secret to his conscious eyes. 
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Yea, e'en his yeiy Toice would make her shake 

And tremble like a leaf, when winds arise ; 
Till all her maiden modesty melts away, 
I«ike snow in Spring beneath the fervid ray. 

XX. 

And must she own her love, her sire a king, 
And he a peasant bom and peasant bred ? 

Would it not seem a strange unequal thing, 
The royal eagle and the dove should wed ? 

Meantime, the archer god, on active wing. 
Plies well his bow, and many a shaft is sped ; 

Till wounded sick and sore in every part. 

Her flesh wastes, and her eyes betray her heart. 

XXI. 

At length her secret oozes forth amain. 

Like honey from the comb, or scent from flowers ; 

Daily she sickens, struggling to restrain 

The silent passion that consumes her powers. 

Pride in an instant snaps its lifelong chain. 
And Love o'ercomes her in unguarded hours ; 

Round his loved neck she flings her arms all pale. 

And weeping, sobbing, falters out her tale. 
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XXII. 

Happ7 Medoro^ to the soft confession 

Opens thine heart, as floweret to the sun ! 
Happy Medoro, blest beyond expression, 
. And yet thy happiness has scarce begun ! 
Love at thy doorway knock'd to gain admission, 

Then laugh'd to view the entrance he had won ; 
And through those windows of thy soul, thine eyes, 
Smiling look'd forth, as sunshine from the skies. 

XXIII. 

Happy Medoro, what a world is thine ! — 
A woman's heart, its tenderness and grace ; 

Richer than miser with his hoarded mine, 
Fossess'd of sdch a form and juch a face ! 

Like a full goblet crown'd with noble wine ; 
Sweet as a flower that springs in desert-place ; 

Love, like a rainbow, o'er thy life extends. 

Wearing those hues the happy welkin lends. 

XXIV. 

Blithe was the wedding, though the guests were few ; 

The priest was bidden and the prayers were said ; 
The simple rustics clustered round in view. 

With wonderment to see how kings were wed. 
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Heaven was their roof, of most transparent blue ; 
Loud sang the lark their nuptial song overhead ; 
Soft amorous winds pursued their wanton jQight, 
A.nd neighbouring waters murmur'd with delight. 

XXV. 

Loud was the laughter, frequent was the song, 
And rural games prolong the innocent mirth ; 

[n mingling mazy dance the shepherds throng. 
And beat with well-timed foot the echoing earth. 

Some hurl the quoit with sinewy arm and strong ; 
Swift as the wind, the eager race goes forth ; 

rhe arrow flies ; and, form to form opposed, 

With legs and arms entwined the wrestlers closed. 

• 

XXVI. 

Thus pass the hours one stream of long delight, 
Till all his choir of stars bright Hesper brings ; 

^d Philomel, the sovereign bird of night. 
Lost in the growing shadow, sits and sings. 

S'ow elves and fairies glimmer on the sight. 
And tiny laughter from the woodland rings, 

Ind goblin voices mix'd with elfin song 

Deep into night the mirth of day prolong. 



12 Love and Jealousy. 

XXVII. 

And all that day and many a day succeeding 
Within the shepherd's cottage they abide ; 

No other than such humble service needing, 
The blest Medoro and his royal bride. 

Doubt not the hours fled by with joyous speeding, 
From golden mom till purple eventide ; 

From purple eventide till golden mom, 

All through the starry night till day was bom. 

XXVIII. 

Sometimes within the forest they would sit 
For hours beneath the shade of some green tree; 

Watching the insect life around them flit. 
Or listening to the sylvan minstrelsy. 

Anon from out the fern that trembled yet 
A stately stag would lift itself, and see 

Those unexpected guests with mute surprise ; 

Then silent steal away before their eyes. 

XXIX. 

Sometimes the neighbouring hill's exalted crest 
They climb'd with toil and dallied by the way. 

High as the soaring eagle builds its nest. 
While far beneath the level lowlands lay. 
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. Worn with the sharp ascent, well-pleased they rest. 

And vales and distant hills in turn survey — 
\ Rocks, woods, and streams, and &r-off villages 
f With wreaths of tell-tale smoke among the trees. 

XXX. 

On one side spreads the forest o'er the plain ; 

Sweeps with a wate of foliage up the hill, 
Clothing its ample sides, save where a vein 

Of grey and naked granite glitters still. 
Then into vales remote descends again 

The stream of woodland at its own sweet will ; 
Till like a sea of leaves the landscape lies. 
And welters greenly as the soft wind flies. 

XXXI. 

Anon descending from the height, they sought 
A lawny vale with woods encompassed round; 

"Where from the sloping hills a streamlet brought 
News from the outer world with silvery sound. 

And in the midst there stood a castle, fraught 
With memories of the past, and ivy-crown'd; 

Whose desolated aspect seem'd to throw 

A warning shadow on the scene below. 
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XXXII. 

And underneath its time-worn gate they pass'd^ 

Medoro and Angelica side by side ; 
Whose living voices and bright faces cast 

A gleam of sunshine on departed Pride. 
Hush'd to a whisper shrunk the surly blast ; 

The stream, subdued^ complain'd with softer tide ; 
And e'en the aged ivy, scant and bare, 
Waved its green arms, in sign of blessing, there. 

XXXIII. 

But that which did enchant them more than all, 
A deep alcove within the woods embower'd ; 

Before it leapt a fountain, in whose fall 
The evanescent diamonds round them shower'd. 

And closely skirted by its woodland wall 
A tiny lawn appeared, and thickly flower'd — 

A place for soft repose and slumb'rous ease, 

Of which the spirit rather dreams than sees. 

xxxiv. 
Here would they come and toy the time away, 

While shrill cicalas split the groves with song ; 
While Nature panted underneath the ray. 

All through the noontide hours,intense and strong. 
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Past by the cooling murmuring wave they lay, 

Couch'd in the downy grass the whole day long ; 
Or, wandering hand in hand, with simple glee 
Carred their joint names on many a forest tree. 

XXXV. 

*' Medoro and Angelica," far and wide 

The fair initials caught the wandering sight ! 

'Twas Love's own writing everywhere descried, 
A silent witness of untold delight. 

Tea, e'en upon the walls, the roof, the side 

Of that green arbour gleam'd the letters bright. 

Till over all the place they seem'd to lie 

liike constellations of another sky. 

XXXVI. 

It seem'd their memory never would depart. 
Where'er their lingering footsteps once had been ; 

And woodland nymphs would learn the tale by heart, 
And ang the legend, lurking all unseen. 

There too, at May's first dawn, when flowers up-start, 
Would village children lead their chosen queen ; 

And shepherd-lovers show with eager glee 

The well-known ciphers on each tell-tale tree. 
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XXXVII. 

But while they linger, time is flying fast ; 

Their humble host must soon be bid farewell ; 
Soon must the goodwife's honest smile be past. 

And simple cottage in the greenwood dell ; 
The groves that round about their shadows cast ; 

The mountain-streamlet singing as it fell ; 
The ruin'd castle, and the secret glen, 
Far from the common thoughts and ways of men. 

XXXVIII. 

Yet ere they went, with lingering step and slow. 
With hasty, trembling hands and tearful eyes 

They pluck'd the fairest of the flowers that blow. 
And fragrant with a thousand memories. 

Then hand in hand they stand, prepared to go. 
Yet loitering still, as various moods arise ; 

Smiling but sad they scann'd each well-known view, 

And deep and long the parting breath they drew. 

XXXIX. 

And far away they went by dale and hill ; 

Away beyond the horizon's utmost verge ; 
By many a peopled town and hamlet still. 

And over restless Ocean's swelling surge. 
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Like a continuous wind that blows its fill^ 

Onward and onward yet their way they urge, 
Seeking her father's kingdom of Cathay, 
Beyond the golden regions of the day. 

XL. 

Thither they came at last, and both were crown'd, 
And both were happy, as the legends sing ; 

While distant nations own'd with joy profound 
The peasant-husband for their liege and king. 

Daughters and sons the smiling throne surround — 
As under forest-trees the saplings spring, 

A grove within a grove, ordain'd to rise 

And flourish greenly when its parent dies. 
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CANTO II. 

The Count Orlando, prowest knight 

In Court of Charlemagne, 
Goes mad for loss of ladye-love, 

And is restored again. 

I. 

LOVE and Jealousy, ye sister powers. 
Strong and relentless, terrible in might; 
The one all lovely as a field of flowers ; 
The other fierce as hell, and dark as night. 
A raging devil 'scaped the infernal bowers — 
An angel wander'd from a world of light ; 
A hovering falcon and the meek-eyed dove — 
Emblems most apt of Jealousy and Love. 

Scarce had Medoro and his royal bride 

Left the green forest and its woodland dell ; 

Scarce had the echo of their footsteps died, 
And mingling voices sighing as they fell ; 
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Just as the sun's last radiance pouring wide 

Hastened to bid the blushing sky farewell ; 
Sparkling from head to foot, in arms of gold, 
Came Count Orlando, flower of knighthood bold. 

III. 
Led by a hand invisible he came, 

Seeking Angelica from place to place ; 
Breathing in frequent sighs her much-loved name, 

And glancing, hopeful, at each passing face. 
And now tormented by his inward flame. 

And worn and wearied by his fruitless chase. 
He came, nor knew within what few short hours 
Whose eyes had seen, whose hand had pluck'd those 
flowers. 

IV. 

Slowly he came and sauntering at his ease. 
Giving his faithful steed a slacken'd rein ; 

When something in his onward path he sees 
And starts as stricken through with sudden pain. 

With speed dismounting, nearer to the trees 
His step he hastens^ but to pause again ; 

Amazed and staring, dumb with swift surprise. 

He reads their very names before his eyes. 
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V. 

" Angelica and Medoro," side by side, 
The curst initials blaze on every tree ; 

Written in chalk* or charcoal, as betide, 
Or carved conspicuous that aU might see. 

The name, perchance, may suit another bride. 
He fondly thought with momentary glee ; 

Alas, on taking yet a nearer view. 

Not only hers the name, but writing too. 

VI. 

He sicken'd at the sight and tarn'd away. 
The landscape reePd to his unsteady eyes ; 

Against a neighbouring tree he lean'd for stay. 
Confused and stunn'd, and mingling earth ai 
skies. 

Meantime with glowing wheel the God of Day 
Linger'd to see the first faint stars arise, 

Ere yet below the hills, with flag unfurl'd, 

He sinks, the monarch of another world. 

VII. 

Full on Orlando fell the parting beam, 
And silent Eve baptized him with her dew ; 

* SeeAriosto. 
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But yet he moved not, till beside the stream 
The ivy-cover'd arbour met his view. 

He enter'd, feeling in some fearful dream. 
Till there his slumbering sorrow woke anew ; 

For there, e'en there, on walls, on roof, on side, 

Those dreadful deadly words were scattered wide. 

VIII. 

And one inscription over all the rest 

Told the whole story of their loves entire ; 

How the young eagle left her royal nest. 

And bade the woodland dove to heaven aspire. 

And next the happy lover had confest 

How glow'd his bosom with the mutual fire ; 

Yea, in that very place, with all her charms, 

Angelica had* filFd Medoro's arms. 

IX. 

Slowly and sadly from the scene he turn'd. 

And with a deep-drawn sigh his steps withdrew ; 

An unseen fire within his bosom burn'd. 
And in his eyelids stood the unfallen dew. 

His steed he sought, whose hoof indignant spum'd 
The flowering turf that into fragments flew. 
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As if by some instinctive sense unknown 
It felt and made its master's grief its own. 

X. 

Onward he fared^ until the rising smoke 
And barking house-dog show'd some dwelling 
near; 

While soon upon the moonlight silence broke 
The utterance of sweet voices to his ear. 

And next between an opening, where an oak 
Disparted suddenly and the view shone clear. 

He look'd and saw, as in some peaceful dream, 

A country cottage near a gliding stream. 

XI. 

With honeysuckled porch the door stood wide, 
And starry clematis, whose scented snow 

Hung in rich clusters through the gloom 
espied, 
A galaxy of flowers that shines below. 

And through the open casement, dim descried, 
A solitarjr taper sent its glow, 

Struggling amidst the crowded blossoms gay, 

And dew-sprent foliage glistening back the ray. 
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XII. 

Thither Orlando entered, seeking rest, 

And shelter from the night's unhealthy dew ; 

Food he refused and converse, sore distrest, 
And quickly to his chamber he withdrew. 

Alas, what tumult fill'd his aching breast ! 

What shapes of horror throng'd upon his view ! 

Restless, impatient, wearied, half distraught, 

Hopeless of sleep, 'twas solitude he sought. 

XIII. 

But solitude for him had no repose. 

For there, upon his chamber- walls outspread, 

He saw, while all his heart within him froze. 
The very names themselves from which he fled. 

Most fearfully distinct the writing rose. 
Glaring like midnight spectres of the dead ; 

Till paralysed with grief and dumb surprise. 

He stood all staring with wide-open eyes. 

XIV. 

Then on his weary breast his head droop'd low, 
Fix'd and unmoving like a thing of stone ; 

Enveloped in a mighty cloud of woe, 
A sculptured god of grief his sat alone. 




24 Love and Jealousy. 

You scarce could hear his breathing's faintest flow; 
He wept no tear ; he heaved no outward groan ; 
Absorb'd he sat, as with his mental sight 
He read those names amid the gloom of night. 

XV. 

Here had Medoro come a dying man, 

A happy bridegroom hence had gone away ; 

'Twas here the story of their loves began, 

And grew and blossom'd each succeeding day. 

Witness their names that round the chamber ran, 
Checquering the walls with sweetest disarray ; 

With many a loving sentiment beside, 

Telling how she had mourn'd, if he had died ! 

XVI. 

All these Orlando witnessed, inly torn ; 

StruggHng against the unwelcome truth in vain ; 
In hopeless search of hope, a quest forlorn ; 

Reading and reading still those words again. 
Alas ! what ill-starr'd fate had hither borne 

His wandering feet to tread this path of pain ; 
Leading the unconscious victim, all unseen. 
Where once his happier rival's steps had been ? 
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XVII. 

This roof had given them shelter, and their eyes 
Through yonder casement saw the landscape fair ; 

For them the sun and stars had fill'd these skies. 
And golden honeymoons had circled there. 

He seem'd to hear their voices round him rise ; 
He felt that here they hreath'd the selfsame air ; 

And stifling with the thought, he gasp'd for breath, 

For what was life to them^ to him was death. 

XVIII. 

When would the morning break and bring release ? 

When would this double midnight yield to day ? 
He could not dwell within that awful place ; 

*Twas death, 'twas hell, 'twas madness to delay. 
Sometimes the narrow floor his step would pace 5 

Sometimes upon the couch his form he lay ; 
Then thinking there that they had lain before. 
Stung by a viper, he would rise once more. 

XIX. 

Never did prison'd eagle long for flight 
And eye in vain its native skies afar. 

So wildly as Orlando pray'd for light 

And languished to behold the morning star. 
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Now mingling oaths and blessings, fearful sight, 
He seem'd like one with his own self at war ; 
Then weeping softly, though he wept in vain, 
Fast from his eyelids fell the silvery rain. 

t 

XX. 

At length his shepherd-host, with wondering mind, 
Entered once more, to soothe his troubled guest, 

With honest, heart-felt words, and purpose kind, 
And curious pity at such strange unrest. 

Alas ! 'twas labour thrown away like wind ; 
Sob rose on sob, and would not be represt ; 

The darkening prelude of that growing storm. 

Soon to convulse and whelm that quivering form. 

XXI. 

" Did love afflict the knight ? He knew a tale — 
A tale the shepherds round were always telling ; 

The pride of this and many a neighbouring vale — 
Himself had seen it, and in this his dwelling.'' 

Then entered he at large on each detail, 

His rustic heart with proud importance swelling. 

To think beneath his roof the deed was done, 

The happiest love-match underneath the sun. 
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XXII. 

" 'Twas here Angelica, the princess fair, 

The wounded man had brought, Medoro hight, 

Who lay and flourished underneath her care. 
Filling her tender heart with deep delight. 

Meanwhile the truant god was busy there. 
And plied his mischief, keeping out of sight ; 

Till love between them grew up like a flower. 

And breathed new fragrance on the passing hour. 

XXIII. 

" And here, when health returned, the holy man 
Had bless'd their union with celestial grace ; 

Swift down the vale the electric tidings ran, 
And joy and wonder fiU'd each shepherd-face. 

From far and near they came ; the rites began ; 
Unwonted uproar overflowed the place — 

A stream of pleasure, murmuring all day long 

With feast and dance, and distant laugh and song. 

XXIV. 

" Among these vales they lingered day by day ; 

Climb'd the far hill, or sought the green recess 
Where interweaving boughs obscured the ray, 

And birds were singing in the wilderness. 
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A month and more they stay'd ; then went away. 

But gave the goodman's wife in her distress 
This bracelet which he now produced" — O Heaven! 
It was the same Orlando's self had given. 

XXV. 

With one long, low, wild cry of stifled pain, 
As if his heart were breaking, he arose ; 

Then into sudden silence sinks again. 

And buckling on his armour, forth he goes. 

Nothing could make him linger there ; in vain 
The wondering shepherd sought to interpose ; 

His steed he mounts, and in the cavernous night 

Lost like a shadow, disappears from sight. 

XXVI. 

Through the dark woods he galloped fast and far ; 

The moon was setting, and her light was gone ; 
A cloud had gathered o'er each guiding star, 

And the wild night-wind rose with heavy moan. 
Pursued by thought he fled, he reck'd not where ; 

One wish possess'd him — 'twas to be alone ; 
So seeks the wounded stag in peace to die. 
Where none may witness its last agony. 
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XXVII. 

Nor day nor night he fested, for repose 

Was torture, and his sorrow made him strong ; 

He tum'd from face of men as from his foes, 
Stung with the burning sense of helpless wrong. 

Where'er a human habitation rose. 

Afar he fled, and gallop'd fast and long ; 

Fatigue he shunn'd not ; in his griefs excess 

A wearied body would but feel the less. 

XXVIII. 

Like a volcano with its heart of fire 

That sends up flame and darkness to the skies ; 
Whene'er the o'ermastering passion mounted higher. 

He vented it in tears and woful cries. 
His safety was in action ; nought could tire 

Him or his steed that like the north- wind flies — 
A faithful steed that far too well obey'd 
The madden'd master who its motions sway'd. 

XXIX. 

Tears came to his relief, but came in vain ; 

His grief decreased not with the increasing shower; 
He felt the madness rise from heart to brain, 

And gather strength and violence every hour. 
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And yet he could not struggle to retain 

Over his words and acts his wonted power ; 
Till, reft of all control, he scarce knew why. 
He felt, forsooth, that he must weep or die. 

XXX. 

E'en as a child he wept and knew no shame. 
And all his soul dissolved in soft distress ; 

He cared not now for life or knighthood's fame, 
Since she was absent who alone could bless. 

He saw his tears, and wonder'd whence they came 
And, while he wonder'd, did not weep the less ; 

Till, like a lamp exposed where breezes play. 

His reason flicker'd with expiring ray. 

XXXI. 

One morn it was that follow'd such a night — 
A night of wild delirium and dismay — 

He wander'd restless, till before his sight 
The vale he lately left in prospect lay. 

Silent he view'd it glistening in the light. 
Stretching in pictured loveliness away ; 

Woods, fount, and lawn, and arbour, all were there 

Like fuel to the flame of his despair. 
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XXXII. 

E'en as a snake the dark rememf)ranee rose, 
Startled from sleep that lifts its sparkling eyes ) 

With venom'd hiss and head erect it goes, 
While every beast and bird for safety flies ; 

So burst Orlando on that glen's repose, 

Burning with wrath and uttering fearful cries ; 

Till Peace forsook her ancient birthright there. 

And timid flying sheep stood still to stare. 

XXXI J I. 

Woe to each spot that bore Medoro's name ! 

With naked sword in hand he hack'd and hew'd 
The accursed writing, wheresoe'er he came. 

And far and wide the glittering fragments strew'd. 
Forth from his nostrils stream'd a living flame : 

With more than mortal strength and force endued 
He hurl'd those broken letters to the sky, 
Like leaves in Autumn when the winds are high. 

XXXIV. 

Woe to the grot, where ivy mix'd with vine. 
Fantastically curl'd, their leaves display ! 

He tore them ruthless from their tangled shrine. 
And left its green roof open to the day. 
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AU writing he destro/d, yea, every line, 
That told of happy lovers pass'd away ; 

And like a bull he glared with glistening eye, 
Whose threatening aspect scares the passer-by. 

XXXV. 

The fount too he defiled with earth and stones, 
StilUng the musical murmur of its wave, 

Whose liquid voice with soft persuasive tones 
A slumberous invitation ceaseless gave. 

Thither no more would flocks resort, when noon's 
High ardour forced the hind to bower and cave; 

From neighbouring trees he tore each sheltering 
bough. 

And trampled on the flowers that bloom'd below. 

XXXVI. 

Like places struck by lightning, it appeared 
A valley where some fearful blight had been ; 

Whose traits of former beauty, soil'd and sear'd, 
Added a smiling horror to the scene. 

Thenceforth the shepherds shunned the spot, andfear'd 
To linger late at twilight's hour, I ween : 

And long the cooing dove through summer hours 

Moum'd the destruction of her native bowers. 
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XXXVII. 

Meanwhile, when all his violence had been spent, 
Exhausted by the efforts he had made, 

Against a neighbouring bank his form he leant, 
And with a sullen glance the scene surveyed. 

And still he eyed with dark and stem intent 
The ruin'd aspect of that broken shade ; 

As oft above, when dies the thunder's roar. 

The gathering clouds cc^ndense and frown once more. 

XXXVIII. 

At last against himself his fury rose ; 

Breast-plate and mail and sword he cast away ; 
His lance inglorious now might there repose, 

And glittering in the dust his helmet lay. 
Naked, for madness felt no need of clothes. 

Naked before the blushing face of day, 
He mingled with the herds that grazed around, 
Unshelter'd, and his only couch the ground. 

XXXIX. 

Thus three days pass'd, and when the fourth appeared 
A sudden phrenzy seem'd to shake his frame ; 

Once more upon his feet his form he reared. 
And stood with jutting chest and eyes of flame. 

D 
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Round him he gazed as if he nothing fear'd. 

And all regardless of his recent shame ; 
Proudly defiant, lord of earth and sky, 
Strength in his build and mischief in his eye. 

XL. 

Nor long he lingered, ere with headlong speed. 
Pursuing nothing, he his race began ; 

Where'er his aimless vagrant steps might lead, 
O'er hill and dale he went, a furious man. 

Tom by the briers his mangled limbs might bleed ; 
Alas, he paus'd not now such wounds to scan ; 

The storm that wreck'd his heart had boVd his head, 

And with his latest hope had reason fled. 

XLI. 

He tore up by the roots the forest trees, 

And banded shepherds sought his steps to stay ; 

He chased them from him, as the vernal breeze 
Scatters the last year's fallen leaves away. 

Anon he enter'd peaceful cottages 

And snatch'd the food that on the tables lay ; 

Then man and beast alike in wrath pursued^ 

And in their yet warm blood his hands imbrued. 
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XLII. 

Scared at the sight the herds their fields forsake, 
And flocks that nibbled on the pastures near ; 

The birds stopped singing in the lonely brake, 
And wife and maiden held their breath for fear. 

Yea, e'en the peasants felt their hearts partake 
The growing dread, and lingered in his rear ; 

Blown by the winds the tidings drifted wide. 

And open terror stalk'd the country side. 

XLIII. 

Thus scouring onwards, in his path appeared 
A narrow bridge that spann'd a roaring stream ; 

High mid the craggy rocks its arch was rear'd, 
And far below the distant waters gleam. 

Thither a knight had come renown'd and fear'd. 
In gallant trim as well might knight beseem ; 

Staunch at all risks to yield no right of way ; 

Determined, if unslain, at least to slay. 

XLIV. 

Onward Orlando rush'd and took no heed — 
The naked warrior 'gainst the fuU-arm'd knight ; 

Tore him resistless from his frighten'd steed. 

And hurFd him headlong down the murderous 
height 
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Nor for one instant slackened he his speed, 

Nor look'd behind, nor stay'd from further flight; 
Howling he ran, while startled from repose 
High overhead the screaming eagle rose. 

XLV. 

For days along the craggy tops he sped, 
And all who met him found a fearful foe ; 

Some on the blood-stain'd earth he left for dead ; 
Or, mangled, dragg'd behind him in their woe. 

Others when they beheld him, tum'd and fled — 
He laid them prostrate with a single blow ; 

And, dead or dying, where the rock o'erhung, 

Down the sheer cliff each senseless carcase flung. 

XLVI. 

Oft too, when hunger pressed him, he would seize 
The mountain-goat and hold it by its hair, 

With savage haste his craving want t' appease. 
And hmb from limb the bleating victim tear. 

Raw he devoured it on his hands and knees. 
And wallowed filthy in his bloody lair ; 

Then rose besmear'd with mingled dust and gore, 

And yelling louder, hastened on once more. 
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XLVII. 

Thus raging onwards^ from the hills he past, 
And down the seaward valleys made his way ; 

Nor stopped, until the Ocean, broad and vast, 
Stretch'd at his feet in calmest seeming lay. 

Hither and thither then his eyes he cast, 
And scann'd each feature of that lovely bay ; 

And there, for soon and strangely came the mood, 

He dwelt for days in perfect solitude. 

XLVIII. 

Sometimes he climb'd the precipices steep. 
And crawFd along the craggy ledge on high ; 

Anon in caves and shelter' d holes would creep, 
And gaze for hours at sullen vacancy. 

Yea, in the very sand he burrow'd deep, 

And half-conceal'd and half-exposed would lie ; 

Such bootless spot his idiot fancy chose 

As suited best for coolness and repose. 

XLIX. 

One mom it chanced there pass'd a lady fair 
And gallant knight that canter' d by her side. 

Unconscious of the madman watching there, 
Some happy bridegroom and his chosen bride. 
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Alas, he leap'd upon them unaware, 

Smiting the thriftless warrior till he died ; 
While fast and far the lady fled amain, 
Shrieking for help, nor looked behind again. 

L. 

Meanwhile Orlando, leaving there the knight. 
Mounted the masterless steed and dash'd away, 

Swift as the feather'd arrow in its flight, 
Nor paused a single instant, night or day. 

At last his horse dropp'd under him, and white 
The gathered foam around each nostril lay ; 

While with a mild reproach its speaking eye, 

Fix^d on its slayer, glistened wistfully. 

LI. 

Little Orlando cared ; but with a yell 
That startled e'en in death the prostrate brute. 

Rising unearthly like a voice from Hell, 
Pursued his reckless journey all on foot. 

Away, away, by floods that roaring fell, 
3y streams that warbled softly as a lute ; 

O'er high, o'er low, like bird escaped its cage, 

Again he hurried onward in his rage. 
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LII. 

Thus sped he forward till arose in sight 

The camp where Charles and his assembled 
peers 

Against the Saracenic hosts unite, 

And stand a warlike world of bristling spears. 

Into their very midst he dash'd outright — 
Into their midst, and recognised with tears — 

Dash'd like the lightning flash that blinds all eyes, 

A naked running man without disguise. 

Llll. 

From rank to rank the di*eadful tidings spread ; 

Confusion, tumult, grief, and strife were there ; 
Many the eyes that wept, the hearts that bled. 

And wounds he took and gave in his despair. 
'Twas one against the many 5 while overhead 

Hose like a storm the deafening din in air — 
The clash of arms, the human cry of pain, 
Oaths and entreaties mingled, but in vain. 

LIV. 

Wen as a stately stag that stands at bay, 

What time the hungry hounds around him crowd ; 
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Stooping superb his antler'd front to slay, 

He hurls them from him yelping fierce and loud; 
So fared Orlando in the unequal fray, 

Mastering the strong and smiting down the 
proud ; 
With desperate strength his random blows he 

shower'd. 
And sank at last by numbers overpowered. 

LV. 

Then sleep overwhelmed him, and he woke restored, 
A long, long slumber lasting weeks and days ; 

Reason returned at last, with sweet accord 
Concentrating once more her scattered rays. 

And long against the infidel his sword 
He wielded nobly with recovered praise ; 

And fighting fell, as Pulci's song recalls. 

Beyond the Pyrenees, at Roncesvalles. 

'lvi. 
E'en as the sun at noon, when dim eclipse 

Has for a season shrouded half his light. 
Emerging slowly from the cloudy lips 

And jaws of darkness, journeys onward bright ; 
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And then, as towards* the western shore he dips 
His broad bright disk amid the coming night, 
Above, below, of various shapes and hues. 
Attendant glories round his couch he strews. 

* The rhythm of the line requires that the word " towards" 
should be pronounced as one syllable. Inwards, and outwards ; 
backwards, and forwards ; upwards, and downwards, are all 
accentuated on the first instead of the last syllable ; and hence, 
according to good authority, we should always remember, 
especiaDy poets, that '^ towards rhymes with boards.'' The 
Tiilgar error of pronouncing the word in two syllables instead 
of one, obtains not only in social intercourse, but too often also 
in the pulpit and at the bar. 
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EUROPA. 

I. 
HE nymph Europa sporting on the shore 
Where bluff old Ocean tumbles his blue 
waves ; 

Her sisters scattered o'er the sandy floor. 
Dancing in troops or hiding in the caves. 
And one, more hardy than her comrades, laves 
Her dainty limbs within the swelling water j 
And as tlie playful billow round her raves, 
Trembles with mimic fear and secret laughter, 
Like Nereid of the deep, Poseidon's fair-hair'd 
daughter. 

II. 
Some roam the shore in search of cast-up shells, 
Turquoise or crimson as when daylight dies. 
In which the tiny mariner oft dwells 

Far in the hidden deeps from human eyes. 
And when some happier nymph has found a 
prize, 
Triumphant she proclaims it far and near ; 
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Her eager comrades haste with wild surmise, 
And wondering gaze ; or else^ with close-laid 
ear, 
Listen another ocean breathe its music clear. 

III. 
Others from neighbouring meadows bring the 
flowers, 
And weave a short-lived chaplet of all hues ; 
With which, as fancied queen of those bright hours. 
They crown some sister-playmate whom they 

choose. 
Well-pleased, her self-made subjects then she 
views ; 
Makes laws, and breaks them in a moment's 
sport; 
Waves her green sceptre m great monarchs use. 
And, with half-hidden smile and regal port, 
Rules with an unreal sway her happy laughing court. 

IV. 

Wearied at length they seek the cooling tide. 
And, gathering, make some favour'd spot their 
choice ; 
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Shrinking yet glad they lay each garb aside^ 
And hand in hand amid the waves rejoice. 
Louder the ringing laugh and calling voice, 
Louder as farther yet they quit the shore ; 
Old Ocean answers with a softer noise, 
Pleased mid the wonted thunder of his roar 
To catch those silvery sounds but seldom heard 
before. 

v. 
Playful they toss'd the evanescent spray, 

And drench'd with diamonds each averted head; 
Waging a mimic war in fierce array, 

With some in mad pursuit whilst others fled. 

The hollow caves along the shore outspread 
Sent up an echoing answer to the sky ; 

The sky, repeating what the echo said, 
Gave to the distant hills a low reply. 
And far upon the breeze the noise went whispering by. 

VI. 

But fairest of the Tynan damsels there 
Appeared Europa, daughter of the king ; 

With flowers inwoven in her careless hair. 
The Hfe and centre of that smiling ring. 
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Round her in swarms her sweet handmaidens 
cling, 
Clustering like bees about their late-flown queen j 

The dawn of early womanhood and spring 
Of new existence on her brows were seen, 
And glowing through her form gave splendour to 
her mien. 

VII. 

'T was sweet to view her on that ancient shore. 

Rising, another Venus, from the foam ; 
A child. of ocean 'mid the oozy roar, 

Making the fearless element her home. 

E'en as the midnight moons that gild the gloom. 
Her snow-white shoulders glittered in the ray ; 

While all the little waves that ceaseless roam. 
Pleased with their task, broke o'er her as in play. 
And in a silvery cloud besprinkled her with spray. 

VIII. 

Smiling she dipp'd and rose, and from her locks 
All silver-dripping, shook the transient dew ; 

Waking the neighbouring echo of the rocks 
That faintly answer'd somewhere out of view. 
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And now^ as she prepares to plunge anew, 
What sound unwonted strikes her startled ears? 

Swiftly she glances o'er the surface blue, 
And lo,, a snow-white mountain bull appears, 
And, lowing as he comes, the affiighted group he 
nears. 

IX. 

Lowing he came, and on the ocean-verge. 

With many a start and bound and cumbrous 
' prank, 

Knee-deep advanced within the boiling surge. 
And stoop'd his broad-brow'd head as if he 

drank. 
With mild intelligent eye and silken flank. 
In gentle silence gazed he bn them there ; 

Instinctively the while each maiden shrank. 
And shrieks and mingling voices fidl'd the air. 
And to the unanswering skies arose the fruitless 
prayer. 

X. 

At length with furtive glance amidst their fear 
They mark his beauty jand his aspect meek; 
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A languid light within his dark eyes clear ; 

And glossy polish'd skin so soft and sleek. 

And down the curve of each untainted cheek 
A tender tear seem'd travelling on its way ; 

A mute appeal as if he yeam'd to speak-^— 
A dumh entreaty — more than words could say — 
As if a human soul were prison'd in that clay. 

XI. 

Pleased at the sight, half fearful and half glad, 

A nymph approaches cautiously and slow ; 
Wades through the shallowing wave with form 
unclad. 

And strokes with timid hand his neck of snow. 

The gentle beast droops his hom'd head full low, 
And dumbly answers to the shy caress ; 

Snuffs the thin air as if he strove to throw 
Back on her roseate lips an answering kiss, 
While both his tender eyes swim like a sea of bliss. 

xit. 
Far off her comrades view the strange event, 

And joy and tumult take the place of fear ; 
Graily they hasten, and with one consent 

Pour his mix^d praises in his well-pleased ear. 
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While some admire his eyes so bright and clear, 
Others are smoothing down his velvet skin ; 
Or wreathe his horns with flowers that blossom 



near, 



In meadows where perchance his steps have 
been; 
Or tempt his sweet-breath'd mouth with herbage 
fresh and green. 

XIII. 

Gentle he seem'd to all, but gentler far 

When on his snow-white form Europa laid 
A nimble hand that twinkled like a star, 

And round his brawny neck the flowers array'd. 

Many the silent signs of joy he made ; 
Toss'd his gay head and shook each laughing 
flower, 

Till not one anxious bosom felt afraid ; 
E'en as a gallant knight in lady's bower 
Puts ofi*his warlike weeds in love's bewitching hour. 

XIV. 

At last, embolden'd, on his back she clomb, 
And laugh'd in easy triumph seated there, 
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With feet still dripping from the ocean foam^ 
While down her shoulders stream'd her parted 

hair. 
She takes herflowering reins with queen-Ukeair, 
And sits superb upon her throne of snow ; 

The conscious beast beneath his burden fair, 
A cloud of nymphs attendant as they go, 
Into the deeper waters paced with footstep slow. 

XV. 

Smiling at first— but soon her terror grew, 
As fast he swam and bore her through the tide ; 

Backward she tur^i'd her helpless gaze to view 
How distant seem'd the shore by Fate denied, 
While after her in vain her handmaids cried. 

Weak with alarm her voice refused its sound. 
And lost its office as she strove to chide ; 

Wild as her fears the ocean closed her round, 
And past her flew the breeze on unknown voyage 
bound. 

XVI. 

*' O treacherous bull !" her lips assay'd to say ; 
'' Return ! my comrades call me from the shore. 

E 
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What crime have I committed in my play 
That thus I see my father's house no more ? 
Life is behind^ but only death before ! 

Return ! these waves no pasturage are for thee. 
What unknown island gems this moving floor ? 

Nought but the long unbroken line I see 
Of weltering waters vast — the same for thee and me." 

XVII. 

Thus moum'd the njrmph, till with the winds 
there came 
A whisper'd answer like a human voice : 
" Fear not, O maiden with prophetic name, 
But, rather, let thy mortal heart rejoice. 
Whom sovereign Jove has made his own by 
choice ! 
This bull is not the bull that he appears.'' 

Then as she listen'd to the wondrous noise. 
Again it murmur'd in her starded ears : 
'^ From thee shall kings be bom through long 
descending years." 

XVIII. 

" No rising storm shall break thy way to Crete; 
Fear not the teeming monsters of the brine; 
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Great Jove himself thy longing eyes shall greet, 
And more than royal nuptials shall be 

thine/' 
While thus the Zephyr spake with voice divine, 
E'en as she heard, the maiden sobb'd aloud, 
Watching along the horizon's utmost line 
Her native country fading like a cloud, 
Till bending o'er her seat with weeping head she 
bow'd. 

XIX. 

Meantime in swarms the gathering fishes flock, 

And intermingling dolphins sport and play ; 
The porpoise rises like a sudden rock, 

And into sudden darkness sinks away. 

All things around are keeping holiday ; 
From every wave the shy mermaidens peep ; 

And as she travels on her unknown way, 
The sea-god Nereus, waking from his sleep, 
liifts up his far-off head a moment from the deep. 

XX. 

Never did Ocean wear a sweeter smile. 
Nor softer winds awake a gentler wave ; 
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Whose murmuring waters, answering pleased the 
while, 
Full in her ear a silvery welcome gave. 
The depth was Btirr'd to its remotest cave ; 
Unbounded joy the conscious brine overflows ; 

Ten thousand golden beams its surface pave ; 
And cradled on the swell that sank and rose 
Were halcyon birds of calm with promise of 
repose. 

XXI. 

Swiftly she sped through all and heeded not. 

Scarce seeing as her terror stronger grew ; 
While pour'd the sun its blinding radiance hot 

Upon her naked shoulders dash'd with dew. 

Close o'er her head the clanging sea-bird flew, 
And almost brush'd her with its sidelong wing ; 

Into herself she shrank again, and threw 
A fearful glance at the intruding thing, 
And envied it its flight with helpless sorrowing. 

XXII. 

Thus pass'd the livelong day, till sunset came. 
Lit the far west and kindled every cloud ; 
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While glowed the ocean with responsive flame. 
And lifted up his evening voice aloud. 
Then fell the sudden twilight like a shroud, 

Enwrapping all things in a robe of grey ; 

Thestars came out in heaven, a gathering crowd; 

And from the cold dull east so far away 
The thinnest crescent moon beheld the dying day. 

XXIII. 

Then night succeeded, and she saw around 

Nought but the darkened deep and silent star, 
As on her awful unknown voyage bound 

Stifietning she sat and driflted fast and far. 

And still the moon, like slenderest scimitar. 
Hung without lustre in the doubtful sky ; 

And still the maiden, on her living car, 
Pale mid the darkness flash'd like lightning by. 
And long'd for day or death with anxious uptum'd 
eye. 

XXIV. 

For hours she sat in darkness and despair. 
More like a statue than a living thing ; 

When, lo, fast hurtling through the rosy air. 
The Day sent forth its arrows from the string, 
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And hover'd in the east on twilight wing; 
Disclosing where the sea-bom Crete arose 
With pastures fresh^ green woods^ and gushing 
spring ; 
While mantled in the hues that mom bestows 
Majestic Ida soar'd^ etemal in repose. 

XXV. 

" Hail, maiden, hail !" a voice was heard to say : 
" The spouse of Jove, thou must not, wilt not, 
weep; 
This favour'd isle shall bear thy name for aye, 
And lands that lie beyond the further deep. 
Here is thy home; here Jove his tryst will keep; 
Knowledge with thee shall travel and prevail ; 

From east to west thy passage shalt thou sweep; 
While far and wide, before the prosperous gale. 
Commerce shall quit the shore with bold adventurous 
sail. 

XXVI. 

" Cities shall rise with battlement and tower, 
And empires flourish underneath thy sway ; 

All humanizing arts attest thy power 
Beyond the western gateways of the day. 
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And one fair island, stretching far away, 
Albion by name, shall please thy fancy best ; 

There, like an eagle, 'mid the ocean-spray, 
High on its rocky bosom's topmost crest. 
Shall Freedom build for aye her consecrated nest." 
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RAGNAR LODBROG'S QUIDA OR 
DEATH-SONG.* 

OWN in a dungeon pining^ 

With serpents round him twining. 
At Ella's stem command the dying sea- 
king lay ; 
Far, far from friends and foes 
He writhed in his death-throes, 
And struggled all in vain to drive the snakes away. 

" I die/' he sternly hiss'd, 
'^ And like the mountain mist, 
That lingers all night long, and melts at break of 
mom; 

* Eagnar Lodbrog was a celebrated Danish sea-king who, 
somewhere in the eighth or ninth centuries, ravaged the 
coasts of Scotland, England, and France. He was taken 
prisoner at last by Ella, King of Deira or Northumberland ; 
and being by his order shut up in a dungeon full of snakes, 
was by them stung to death. 
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I die and leave behind 
My curse upon mankind, 
malice, hate, and rage, revenge and utmost scorn. 

" These reptiles round me cling, 

I can feel them bite and sting, 
d fast along each vein the subtle poison flies ; 

But I writhe not at the pang 

Of their deep envenom'd fang; 
) the unfulfill'd revenge that mocks my dying 
eyes. 

" Shall Ella live and boast 

Upon the safe sea-coast, 
d on this swollen corse dilate with gloating eye ; 

His foot upon the dead, 

From whom alive he fled, 
sparrows to the woods when the falcon hovereth 
nigh? 

" And shall Deira's cursed king 
Sit and hear the minstrel sing, 
the dais feasting high, and quafl* the blood-red 
wine? 



58 Ragnar Lodbrog's Quidcu 

Yet my curse shall find him there^ 
From this dungeon and this lair. 
And the venom of these snakes add a bitterness to 
mine. 

" He may think that now his foe 
Is for evermore laid low ; 
But my hand shall reach him thence, though it 
never grasp a spear ; 
And this serpent-coil of death, 
It may take away my breath, 
But it cannot kill my soul or the vengeance that is 
there. 

** For my sons they shall arise, 
With destruction in their eyes. 
As the welkin gathers wrath when the tempest brews 
amain ; 
And every warrior-form. 
Like a swift embodied storm. 
Shall burst upon his head till it stoops and bows 
again. 

" Nor have I lived in vain ; 
From the Baltic to the Seine 
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be Saxon and the Frank alike have own'd my 
power; 

And Caledonia's shores^ 

Where the fretful ocean roars, 
ave seen the storm arise, and felt the iron shower. 

" E'en the foes that placed me here, 
They have seen my thirsty spear 

rink up their blood while warm, as the wild dog 
laps the pool ; 
And the cravens, as they died, 
'Twas for quarter that they cried ; 

at Mercy had no ears, and Compassion is a fool. 

" And now these adders bite 

In another kind of fight ; 
ake what I have given, and the slayer is but slain ; 

But vengeance stays behind, 

Like a storm-cloud on the wind, 
id while my foes exult, I will visit them again. 

" Then in Valhalla's hall 
For no wine-cup will I call, 
Y mead of Saxon blood, and my bowl a Saxon 
skull; 
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I will drink and drink again 
Of that red wine of the slain, 
For my thirst shall be unslaked, and my goblet 
shall be full. 

'^ And now, without a groan, 

Unconquer'd and alone. 
The dark cold cup of death with willing lips I quaff; 

And my last breath as it goes 

Is defiance to my foes, 
For laughing have I kill'd, and dying I will laugh." 
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NATURE. 

ATURE, in ten thousand ways 
J Poets oft have sung thy praise ; 
And more learned men than they 
Talk of thee by night and day ; 
Yet in spite of all, I ween, 
None thy face have ever seen. 

As a viewless spirit, thou 
Hauntest this fair world, I trow. 
By thy handiwork alone 
Making thy existence known ; 
And from all we hear and see 
Lovely must thy presence be. 

Duly as the Spring's first flower, 
Thou art wont to prove thy power ; 
Not an island so remote 
Holds a nook where thou art not ; 
Nor a mountain-top so high 
Where thou canst not climb or fly. 
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Hidden as thou art from sight. 
Thine the hand that gems the night ; 
Daylight shows the world more fair — 
Morning dawns, for thou art there ; 
And each tiny flower that blows 
Unto thee its beauty owes. 

Native thou of every clime, 
Twin-sister of the grey beard Time ! 
He may change, and feebler grow, 
Old and wi'inkled — not so thou ; 
Youth and beauty such as thine 
Are immortal and divine. 

Unsurpass'd by former years. 
Spring, thy handmaid, still appears ; 
Still the same her flow'rets swarm. 
Sweet in fragrance, hue, and form ; 
Nor are setting suns less fair 
Than in other days that were. 

All the seasons as they flee 
Wear thy varied livery ; 
Thou their mistress art,. and they 
As thy servants must obey — 
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Boisterous Spring and Summer's prime^ 
Autumn and his golden time. 

Then when breezes blow more keen, 
Thou art with us, still unseen ; 
And it is a truth we know 
By thy footprinte in the snow ; 
While the robin, taught by thee, 
Warbles on the leafless tree. 

Who thou art we cannot say ; 
Have not seen thee night or day ; 
Yet in every changeful hour 
Own the mystery of thy power ; 
Nor, though thou thy form deny. 
Shall our love or worship die. 
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ECHO, 

I. 

CHO, maid invisible, 

Nymph of Silence and of Night, 
In what haunted cave dost dwell, 
Shut from common sight ? 

Often have I sought the place 

Where thou wert a moment erst ; 
But no glimpse of thy sweet face 
Through the foliage burst. 

Ever ready to the call. 

Wherefore art thou then so shy ? 
Since thou canst the ear enthrall. 
Why not please the eye ? 

Is it that of one so fair 

Man the sight could not sustain ? 
Or wouldst thou thy power impair 
By his look profane ? 



Echo. 

Thou an ancient goddess art^ 

And as such we worship thee ; 
Do not from our fields depart^ 
And thou shalt be free. 

m 

Henceforth we will strive no more 

In thy secret bowers to find thee ; 
Pleased, if when thou fliest before, 
Stays thy voice behind thee. 



%5 
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ECHO. 

II. 

S Echo a bird 

Whose 7oice is heard 
As she flies from place to place ? 
Or a nymph unseen 
Of the forest green 
That sings and hides her face ? 

On the cliff on high 

In the vaulted sky 
She dwells and looks afar ; 

And from vales below 

Where the waters flow 
She calls to the evening star. 

The caverns wide 
On the mountain's side 
Resound with her joyous laughter ; 
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As the storm passes by, 
With mocking cry 
She shouts and follows after. 

When the ocean roars 

On its rocky shores, 
To the cliff and the cave resorting 

She bellows again 

O'er the sounding main, 
With the winds and waters sporting. 

Everywhere, 

In the earth and air, 
On the rolling wind and ocean, 

With speechless speed. 

On a viewless steed 
She swells the vast commotion. 

No sound so soft 

That is borne aloft 
But disturbs her transient slumbers ; 

No voice so high 

In the earth or sky 
But awakes her mighty numbers. 
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Echo. 



Some spirit she 
Of the land and sea^ 

That cannot do without her ; 
And though no eye 
Her form may spy, 

'Tis sacrilege to doubt her. 
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THE RIVER. 

RIVER, I have known thee long, 

And many a summer's day 
Have listened to thy munnuring song 
And pretty prattling play — 
A streamlet, not a stream ; and young 
And frolicsome as May. 

The flowers that grow upon thy banks, 

And haunted by the bee ; 
The trees that rise in stately ranks. 

Owe all they have to thee ; 
A trifler at thy life-long pranks 

And still a child I see. 

And yet, wild babbler as thou art. 

That playfulness of thine 
Can blunt the point of Sorrow's dart, 

And cause these eyes to shine. 
Till half the gladness of thy heart 

Has been transferr'd to mine. 
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The voice of children at their play, 
When Summer brings the flowers. 

Has never made my heart so gay 
As in those lonely hours, 

When I with thee would steal away 
And loiter through the bowers. 

Friendship may fail and quench its flame. 

Or fellow-men oppress ; 
E'en gentle Love belie its name. 

And die of weariness ; 
But thou — thou always art the same. 

Nor can I love thee less. 

The murmur of thy endless song 

Has not one note of woe ; 
Reproach and blame, and right and wrong. 

Are things thou dost not know — 
Things that to man alone belong. 

His heritage below. 

The sourest misanthrope on earth, 

Whoever he may be. 
But must confess thy sovereign worth 



The River. 71 

To banish misery : 
Roll on, wild streamlet, in thy mirth, 
And sing to him and me. 

Thou art a comrade to my mind, 

Cheerful when I am gay ; 
Or should I be to grief inclined. 

Thou drivest it away ; 
Oh, where shall I thine equal find 

For many a long long day ? 

Farewell ! methinks thy playful roar, 

Amidst the strife of men, 
Shall echo in my ear once more, 

As in thy native glen ; 
And often, when my heart is sore, 

I'll visit thee again. 
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OLD SCENES REVISITED. 

WANDER'D in the accustomed field, 

And climb'd the well-known hill j 
The flowers that blossom'd long ago 
Were sweetly blooming still. 
The very gale appeared the same 

Whose perfume pleased of yore — 
The breath of some familiar friend, 
His breath and nothing more. 

The landscape grew upon the sight, 

And wore its wonted look, 
And with discriminating love 

I scann'd each favourite nook. 
All was the same ; the last year's nest 

Was still upon the bough. 
Where I had seen it long before, 

And smiled to see it now. 

Yet midst these footprints of the past 
A sadness would intrude. 
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And to the meditative mind 

Supplied a wholesome food. 
The world around us does not change^ 

'Tis we who pass away 5 
The friend that loved me over-night 

May be my foe to-day. 

Absence will break the strongest chain 

Affection's hand can tie ; 
And new associations fill 

The fond heart's vacancy. 
The friends who shared this scene with me — 

I would not wish them here ; 
Their presence might dispel the dream 

That Memory holds so dear. 

O Nature, changeless as thou art, 

Majestic in repose, 
The same, while kingdoms pass away 

And generations close ; 
The infant in its hour of dread 

Will seek its mother's knee, 
And, by a kindred instinct led, 

I turn and fly to thee ! 
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TO THE MOON. 

URE nun, inhabitant of air, 
That walk'st thine azure cloisters there; 
And o'er the shadowy world below, 
And outspread ocean's answering glow, 

Dost breathe thy silent prayer ; 
The very paleness of thy light 
Adds beauty to the listening night. 

It falls, that soft sweet benison, 

Borne on the breeze's whispering wing, 
And silvers as it lights upon 

The half-closed flower of spring. 
The myrtle trembles as it hears ; 

The aspen turns its foliage white; 
And tiny elves with sprightly ears 

Pause in their sport to-night. 

At sight of thee, from yonder dell 
The nightingale unseen is singing ; 
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Like Echo's self invisible^ 

The while her voice is ringing. 
Some spirit of the woods she seems. 
Made vocal by thy glorious beams ; 
As if the earth had found a tongue 
With which thy praises might be sung ; 
And, pleased at length, had made of her 
An eloquent interpreter ; 
And hence of all the birds that be, 
Our sweetest songster sings to thee. 

Moon of our earth, I love thy light, 

Making the very darkness glorious ! 
Eternity thy home so bright. 

O'er all the stars victorious ! 
Shouldering the fleecy clouds away 
Thine ivory form I now survey. 
And feel, though years have passed since first 
Thy brightness on my vision burst. 

Thy smile is still the same ; 
Thy beauty never can grow old 5 
Nor time impair thy heavenly mould. 

Nor quench thy vestal flame. 



.■^ »« 
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wondrous moooi I cannot tell 
In what consists thy secret spell ; 
But whensoe'er I gaze on thee, 

1 feel my youth come hack tome. 
And share thy immortality. 

My soul, unchangeable as thou 
That shinest with unwrinkled brow, 
Upwards by strong attraction drawn 
Of thy sweet light and silvery dawn. 
Asserts her claims o'er griefs and years. 
And dries her transitory tears. 
Till, far beyond thine azure realm of air, 
Onwards she flies to God, and seeks a kindred thei 
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HOPE. 

OPE in the future dwells • 

With an echo for a song ; 
A stranger from a heavenly land 
That comes and sojourns long. 

She paints the distant scene^ 
And cheers the passing hour ; 

And sings in Winter's frozen ear 
Of Spring's returning flower. 

A voice in every breeze, 

She makes the winds her car ; 

And waterfalls repeat her name, 
And send the tidings far. 

Beside the couch of care 

An angel-nurse she stands ; 
And Health itself, robust and wild, 

Obeys her soft commands. 
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Led by her voice divine. 
Such power to her is given. 

E'en mortal lips are heard to breathe 
The melodies of Heaven. 

^' The crooked shall be straight ; 

And places rough be plain ; 
And sorrow that came up from Hell 

To Hell returns again. 

" Why should our hearts be sad? 

Away with coward fear. 
While Heaven's eternal smile creates 

A rainbow round each tear ! 

" No bird on bank or brae 
E'er sang a song like ours ; 

The words are Faith's, the music Hope's, 
And Love exalts our powers." 
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SUNSET WITH CLOUDS. 

HE earth grows dark about me, 

But Heaven shines clear above ; 
As daylight slowly melts away 
With the crimson light I love ; 
And clouds, like floating shadows, 

Of every form and hue. 
Hover around its dying couch, 
And blush a bright adieu. 

Like fiery forms of angels 

They throng around the sun ; 
Courtiers that on their monarch wait 

Until his course is run ; 
From him they take their glory ; 

His honour they uphold ; 
And trail their flowing garments forth 

Of purple, green, and gold. 

O bliss to gaze upon them 
From this commanding hill, 
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And drink the spirit of the hour, 

While all around is still ; 
While distant skies are opening 

And Btretching far away, 
A shadowy landscape dipp'd in gold, 

Where happier spirits stray. 

I feel myself immortal, 

As in yon robe of light 
The glorious hills and vales of Heaven 

Are dawning on the sight ; 
I seem to hear the murmur 

Of some celestial stream, 
And catch the glimmer of its course 

Beneath the sacred beam. 

And such, methinks with rapture, 

Is my eternal home — 
More lovely than this passing glimpse — 

To which my footsteps roam ; 
There's something yet more glorious 

Succeeds this life of pain ; 
And, strengthened with a mightier hope, 

I face the world again. 
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TO A LADY SINGING. 

ENEATH my favourite nut-tree row 
I watch the full moon rise, and throw 
Her glory on the scene below. 



A single voice is in mine ear, 
Fluting distinct and soft and clear 
A melody 'tis bliss to hear. 

'Tis from some neighbouring garden-ground 
Rises the rivulet of sound, 
Overflowing all the place around. 

Unknown the singer ; yet her voice, 
Fresh from the heart, admits no choice, 
But bids my very soul rejoice. 

Some nightingale embower'd in green 
That sings behind the leafy screen, 
Pleasing others, herself unseen. 

a 



To a Lady Singing. 

Come forth, sweet bird, and Let me see 
That plumage that must surely be 
In keeping with thy minBtreUy. 

Come forth, sweet maid, and let me know 
The melting Toice that moves me so 
Comes from a true warm heart below. 
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ON HEARING A VERY ELOQUENT 

SPEECH. 

HE sounds of human eloquence 
Fell fast upon my tranced sense, 
As, flashing from the master-tongue, 
The tripping words were formed and flung. 

I listen'd, and the unseen fire 
Responded in me, like a lyre. 
When o'er it with its airy fingers 
The conscious Zephyr moves and lingers. 

Heart spoke to heart ; the wakened soul 
Outran all measure of control. 
Anticipating in its glee 
The sounds of unborn melody. 

Thus shall it be in worlds above. 
The lands of light and homes of love. 
No mortal breathings to express 
The full heart's shining happiness ; 
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But thought with thought shall intertwine 
As round the elm-tree clings the vine ;* 
And ere one single word be spoken. 
The silence of the soul is broken. 

* It was the custom among the ancients, as testified both 
by Virgil and Ovid, to twine the young growing yine roimd 
the stem of the ebn-tree. The following passages establish 
the fact : — 

" Quo sidere terram 
Vertere, Mecaenas, ulmisque adjungere yites 
Conveniat." — Geor, i. 2. 

Again : — 

'* Fampinese vites, et amkUB vitibtu vbni," 

Ma, X. 100. 
And, — 

*' Ulmus erat contra spatiosa tumentibus uyis ; 
Quam tocid postquam pariter cum yite probayit." 

Met, xiy. 661-2. 
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AUTUMN. 

HE spirit of the Autumn wind 
Is sighing through the fading grove ; 
And Nature indistinctly seen 
Assumes the veil I love. 

Oft from her hazy wing she shakes 
The clinging vapour cold and dun ; 
And oft her rising breath invades 
The blear'd but fiery sun. 

From far-ofi" woods I hear the rooks 
Faint and continual, as the roar — 
To one on elevated cliff — 
Of ocean on the shore. 

And now, as fails the sinking breeze, 
The listening forest stands most mute, 
As if it thought to catch the sound 
Of Winter's coming foot. 



86 



Autumn, 



O tranquil scene ! O gentle hour 
Of sights and sounds that breathe decay. 
That make the heart at peace with death. 
Nor fear to pass away ! 





SPRING. 

HE Spring returns; my heart revives 
And breaks its silence long, 
Like yonder blackbird on the bush, 
That overflows with song. 
The leaves so green, the skies so clear, 

And every wakening flower, 
Mv heart will bud and blossom too 
With blythe elastic power. 

Now Hope is bom : from Heaven she comes — 

(The clouds dissolving part,) 
A wandering bird of paradise 

To nestle in each heart ; 
Her liquid warble wildly sweet 

Enchants the listening ear ; — 
Twin-sister of the jocund Spring, 
- And primrose of the year! 

The sick man in his qhamber pent 
Rejoices as he sees 
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A brighter glory flood the skies. 
And hears a gentler breeze. 

The sparrow chirps upon the roof; 
The chaffinch trills its lay ; 

The distant blackbird pipes in peace, 
And loudly screams the jay. 

The townsman in his city haunts 

Views with prophetic eye, 
How bright between the lanes of brick 

Looks down a softer sky. 
In thought he wanders to the fields 

Where once, a careless boy. 
He pluck'd the wild flower from its stem, 

And shouted in his joy. 

Then, welcome, welcome, gentle Spring, 

I hail thy first return ! 
Soon may thy sod be thick with flowers 

And brightening planets burn ! 
The landscape smiles ; my heart is glad ; — 

A debt I owe to thee. 
Restoring with the time oi birds 

My vagrant muse to me. 
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REMORSE. 

;T is a frosty, frosty night, 
And every star is clear ; 
The wind has gone to sleep, and not 
A murmur meets the ear. 
The river slides between its banks. 

Silent as Lethe's stream ; 
Till Nature almost seems a corpse, 
And busy life a dream. 

The hills in mantles made of snow 

Stand up against the sky ; 
Xike giants met in council grave, 

A solemn company. 
E'en Echo in her mountain grot 

Has dropp'd her slumbering horn, 
"Whose mellow music wakes the day 

And ushers in the mom. 

Here Silence dwells, the bride of night, 
And sits as on a throne -, 
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Her lamps the stars ; her canopy 
The blue and boundless zone. 

Beneath yon roof the cotter lies ; 
His very dog is dumb ; 

And Time's swift wheels run smoothly n 
Until the morning come. 

Ah, why should outward Nature thus 

Enjoy so calm a sleep ? 
Because she has no human heart 

Whose passions make her weep ? 
Because she fears no murder'd past 

That rises like a ghost 
To scare away the thoughts of rest 

From him who needs it most ? 
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THE WINTER'S ROSE. 

HE bleak December wind, 

Laden with snow and sleet, 
Cover'd the landscape far and wide 
As with a winding-sheet ; 
As if the earth was* dead 

And Spring for ever flown ; 
And Summer was henceforth to be 
A season all unknown. 

The sea howPd on the coast 

And foam'd with, wintry rage, 
An endless war of elements 

The same for many an age ; 
As if its tortured heart 

Pour'd in one senseless yell 
The burden of some secret sin 

It felt afraid to tell. 

Such was the outward scene. 
And such the dreary hour. 
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When passing by a cottage door 

I spied a rose in flower. 
Blushing amid the storm 

It dared the nipping air, 
And made midst Winter's waste domain 

Its own sweet Summer there. 

E'en such is faith below 

In this cold world of ours ! 
Grasp'd in the frozen hand of Time 

Are Heaven's eternal flowers. 
Their hue, their scent, their form 

Regale the passing sense, 
And tell us of a better land 

When God shall call us hence. 
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ADA. 

AREWELL, little Ada ! 

Death has pluck'd our flower ; 
But sweet its fragrance lingers still 
In our darkest hour. 

Buoyant up to Heaven 

Like a lark she flew ; 
Lost beyond the clouds of Time, 

Somewhere out of view. 

Singing as she left us, 

Singing all the way ; 
Hers it was to soar and sing, 

Ours to weep and pray. 

Jewel pure and precious 

In our circle set ; 
Others may remain, but never 

Make the ring complete. 
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Joy has flown for ever 
With her absent face ; 

Grief alone remains behind 
In her vacant place. 

Something we have lost. 
Something gone away, 

Vaguely fills our eyes with tears 
And saddens half the day. 

Is it wrong to mourn thee 
Little child in Heaven ? 

Surely grief for one like thee 
Is a sin forgiven. 
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THE POET. 

JY spirit dwells in fairy land 

And not this world of ours ; 
And gathers with invisible hand 
The bloom of unseen flowers. 
Above the sense of eye or ear, 

Beyond the touch of Time, 
They breathe immortal fragrance here 
And make our lives sublime. 

The common man in common ways 

Contented may abide ; 
And seek through unenraptured days 

His pleasure or his pride. 
Pleased with his crust, his scanty fare, 

And cottage in the vale. 
The poet breathes a purer air. 

And Heaven imparts the gale. 

'Tis his to climb the mountain's peak, 
When eve's soft hand renews 
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The crimson on the welkin's cheek, 
And scatters wide the dews. 

There let him view her varied charms 
As from a lofty throne. 

And take all Nature in his arms 
And feel her wealth his own. 

'Tis not in outward loveliness 

The spirit most delights ; 
The landscape in its summer dress 

Or starry pomp of nights ; 
These are but silent witnesses 

Of that which in them lies, 
A power pervading earth and seas 

And coming from the skies. 
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THE ROBIN IN SPRING. 

HE crocus and the violet 

Are flowers that haunt the Spring, 
Before a tree hath budded yet, 
Or swallow waved its wing ; 
Bright harbingers of joys to come, 

They lift their heads elate. 
And cheer alike the poor man's home, 
And palace of the great. 

Soon as the Robin sees them rise. 

He plumes his crimson breast ; 
And, heedless of the stormy skies. 

Begins his simple nest ; 
And strains the last in Autumn heard 

And through the Winter long. 
Rise cheerly from the favourite bird 

To hail the flowers with song.* 

* The robin does occasionally sing, and then but Tery 
ghtly, in Winter, on a bright frosty morning. For the most 

H 
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He sang the requiem of the leaf, 

(As now he sings its rise,) 
When nights were long and days were brief, 

And Winter fill'd the skies ; 
And now that gentle Spring appears, 

Again he wakes his lay. 
The herald of returning years 

And many a summer's day. 

Blithe songster, confident art thou 

With hope of joys in store. 
Forgetful of the past, and how 

The Winter tried thee sore ; 
A simple flower can comfort thee, • 

And cause thee to forget ; 
But what can do the same for me. 

And take away regret ? 

part however he is silent in that season, and it is during the fall 
of the leaf, and the early revival of Nature, that his song is both 
most powerful and frequent. I have noticed also often that on 
the approach of Spring his gambols seem fuller of fun than 
ever, and of an uncontrollable instinct of joy. 



THE ROBIN IN AUTUMN. 

gEFORE the woods begin to Me, 

Or a solitary leaf to fall, 
' There comes a eoft myBterious change 
That oreepeth over all. 
The flower puts on a brighter hue — 

A hectic flush before it dies ; 
And warm upon the lap of eaith 
A golden vapour lies. 

Thinking of Winter, perch'd on high, 

The plaintive Robin carols clear; 
" The harvest all is gather'd in, 

And frost," he says, " is near. 
Others amidst tlie leaves and flowers 

Have sung their song and had their hour ; 
But I reserved my strain for man 

When gathering tempests lower. 
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" Where are the songsters of the grove ? 

My riyalsy whither have they flown ? 
With Summer they have gone elsewhere 

And I am left alone. 
Oft on the human face I see 

A smile of pleasure at my rhyme — 
A look half-startled with the thought 

It still is Winter-time." 

Sweet bird, I half believe thy lay, 

And Fancy shall supply the rest, 
And to the music of thy strain 

It adds peculiar zest. 
What, art thou then that " friend in need 

Of whom we all have heard so long ? 
Thy brother-poet owns the debt 

And pays thee back a song. 
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THE WREN. 

HEARD a Utde birdie sing 
One morning in the early Spring ; 
Sitting upon a lonely tree, 
The only songster there was lie : 
Sweet bird, I said, dost sing for me ? 

What is thy song ? what moves thy breast ? 

What secret feeling of unrest ? 

Is it excess of joy or woe 

That thou dost sit and warble so ? 

Oh, tell me, for I long to know. 

Art thou like those who sing for praise. 
And spend laborious nights and days? 
Is this the meaning of thy strain ? 
If so, thou dost not sing in vain. 
And needest not to sing again. 

Blest is thy lot. Thy careless song 
Wins that for which we labour long ; 
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The Muse has dropt her learned pen, 
And domiciled with yonder wren 
Has lefl Parnassus for this glen. 

The man who would a poet be, 
Here let him come and learn of thee ! 
Singing of woods and trees and flowers, 
Thou passest all thy tuneful hours, 
O would such innocence were ours ! 

Then would our songs be like to thine, 
Simple as Nature and divine ; 
And could I underneath this tree 
But sing the strain I learn from thee, 
Methinks, 'twere fame enough for me. 
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AD SOROREM. 

>AREWELL, thou fond one, 
Farewell for ever ; 
My heart and its loved one 
Were fated to sever. 
Since thou art departed, 

And I lefl alone, 
My love by my sorrow 
Can only be known. 

Thy life was a Spring-time 

Unclouded and brief, 
Unscorch'd by the sunshine, 

Unchanged in thy leaf; 
No Autumn came o'er thee. 

No Winter drew nigh, 
But from glory to glory 

As a bird thou didst fly. 

The rust that grows on us 
Like moss on a stone, 
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And clings to our spirits^ 
To thee was unknown ; 

The earth that received thee 
Imparted no stain; 

And the Heaven that had lent thee 
But took thee again. 

How bright was thy rising ! 

How glorious thy day ! 
And thine evening's declining 

As lovely as they ! 
The clouds of thy sunset 

Were glorified sorrow, 
And the hues that hunc: round thee 

Spake well for the morrow. 

Fare thee well, fond one. 

Frail floweret of splendour. 
For earth and its changes 

Too beauteous, too tender ! 
Thy stem is all broken 

And bleeding it lies ; 
Ah no ! 'tis transplanted 

And blooms in the skies. 
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LOVE NOT. 

EWARE of love, beware ! 

A8 many bards have sung ; 
Advice that's proffer'd by the old, 
But slighted by the young. 

Love not, the old man cries, 

Whose dream of life is o'er ; 
The promise that in pleasure lies 

Departs to come no more. 

The heart, that moves to love 

With feelings warm and true. 
Is frozen, like a stream, amid 

The world it passes through. 

Love not, the old man cries. 

Repentance comes too late. 
And sorrow lurks beneath the smile 

That lures thee to thy fate. 
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The snake in ambush lies 
Amid the flowers of Spring ; 

But long ere Winter snow thy head, 
Thy heart 6hall feel its sting. 

And more he would have said. 
But quick the youth replies : 

Our ages, father, disagree, 
And there the difierence lies. 
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HE Ocean lay before me, 

A vast and marble floor. 
With a cloudy roof which the unseen moon 
Had softly silver'd o'er ; 
And far away in the distance 
One shadowy sail in sight, 
Some vessel seeking unknown lands 
Beneath the cloud of night. 

The sea was like a desert. 

One stretch of dreamy blue. 
When bursting from a line of haze 

She glinted into view ; 
Awhile, along the horizon 

Her canvass glimmer'd white. 
Then, ghostplike, from the eye of sense 

She vanished into night. 

What was her crew or cargo ? 
From whence, or whither bound ? 
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Had she no voice to tell the tale. 
That thus without a sounds 

She glided from me silently. 
As silent as she came. 

O'er leagues of sea, by many a shore, 
A thing without a name ? 

Thus in this world of shadows 

The immdrtal spirit flies, 
A stranger passing out of view, 

A traveller to the skies ; 
With face and form celestial 

Amidst the sons of men. 
She glimmers for a season here 

And quits our mortal ken. 
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OCEAN MUSIC. 

DWELT upon the salt sea-shore 

In seasons long gone by, 
And heard its sounding surges roar 
And silvery waters sigh. 
From each my spirit took its tone 

In stem or pensive mood, 
And feelings hitherto unknown 
My heart and soul subdued. 

Like harp the grand old Ocean lay. 

Struck by the viewless hand 
Of cunning winds that sport and play. 

At some unknown command. 
Wave after wave awoke and voiced 

The flowing anthem clear. 
And caves along the shore rejoiced 

Its melody to hear. 

It rose and ceased not day and night. 
That everlasting song, 
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Breathing a strange and weird delight, 

Unspeakable and strong ; 
And when the evening skies all o'er 

Came forth each tranquil gem, 
The tale that Day had heard before 

Was told by Night to them. 

Strange tidings with the winds there came 

From distant sleeping seas ; 
A voice — a thing without a name, 

The Spirit of the breeze ; 
A sense that floated in the air, 

Mysterious and alone ; 
Or murmur'd on the pebbles there 

With melancholy moan. 

Wondering I listened to the cry. 

And wondering pass'd away ; 
Yet still it seem'd to haunt me nigh 

And lingered many a day ; 
And often as my lyre I sweep. 

And pour the strain along. 
The music of the distant deep 

Is mingling with the song. 
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LIFE A RIVER. 

N WARDS and onwards, for ever away, 
I follow the footsteps of Time as he 
flies; 

And the beam of the morning shines full on mj way, 
And the night is serene with her star-lighted skies. 
As a stream from the mountain descends to the plain, 
And wanders at will till it sinks in the main, 
I glow and I glitter and murmur along 
With a music how fleeting and torrent how strong ! 

rhe trees on my banks, and the birds and the flowers. 
The sky that bends o'er me transparently blue, 

rhe faces that haunt me in sunshiny hours, 
A moment flash by me and fade from the view. 

3h, nothing can stop me — I haste and I roll ; 

Eternity waits me and Death is my goal ; 

[ fly like a shadow ; I melt like a cloud ; 

For the grave is my home, and my garment a shroud. 
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I rose in the wilderness^ deep mid the hills ; 

Unseen was the fountain that gave me mj birth ; 
And pure as the dew which the evening distils^ 

I wander'd resistless and water'd the earth. 

haste then and seize me and drink while je may ! 
'Tis the voice of my destiny calls me away ; 

1 leap down the cataract ; I roar and I rave, 
And Ocean receives me, my rest and my grave. 
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OCEAN AT SUNSET. 

DO not love thee, Ocean, 

In thy rough and stormy mood ; 
With thy billows bursting on the shore 
And foaming many a rood ; 
With the gale on high careering. 
And hollow gusts between. 
While away before the scudding blast 
The frighten'd ships are seen. 

I do not love thee, Ocean, 

When at thine endless play 
Thou seem'st a thing that cannot rest 

A moment night or day ; 
As if a troubled conscience 

Tormented thee within. 
And fiird thee to thine utmost caves 

With long remorse for sin. 

Nor do I love thee, Ocean, 
Monotonous and vast, 

I 
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Outspread beneath the torpid sky, 
Unwaken'd by the blast ; 

Without or life or motion 
A heavy weight to lie, 

A burden on the labouring heart 
And wearying to the eye. 

But well I love thee, Ocean, 

At evening's purple hour, 
Rising with full and gentle wave 

And blushing like a flower ; 
When clouds have lent a glory 

They borrowed from the sun, 
And fast along thy changing face 

The mingling colours run. 

How calm, how grand, how glorious, 

Dost thou appear to-night. 
With spiritual beauty overflow'd, 

A thing of life and light ; 
A soft, a breathing presence. 

Endued with sense and power 
To comfort wearied human hearts 

For one delightful hour ! 
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The sick man owns thy influence, 

And dreams of health regained ; 
The strong are hush'd to tenderness, 

And soften'd and restrained ; 
All, all who look upon thee 

Rejoice to see thee shine, 
And may St thou enter many a heart 

As thou hast enter'd mine ! 
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SONNETS. 

I. 

PAIN^ thou resdess guest, that com'st 
unsought^ 
And without welcome lingerest many 
a day, 
Tutoring severe our human hearts untaught 
To bow with silent patience to thy sway ! 
Thine hand is on the soul, and makes this clay 
A loathsome dungeon for the immortal spirit, 

Till death unbars the door and shows the way 
How we our promised freedom may inherit. 
Thine is the frost upon the brow of age ; 

The cradle and the dying bed are thine ; 
The saint, the warrior, and the star-crown'd sage 

Alike to thee their little all resign ; 
Yea, though in every scene thou bear'st thy part, 
No tongue can utter who and what thou art. 



KYSTERIOUS pain, the Son of God 
through thee 
Bow'd Hia meek head and yielded 
up the ghost. 
What time the women came from Galilee, 

And gather'd round the Lord they loved the most. 
O deep and long and blood-etain'd agony 

From Bethlehem's manger to the crown of thorns ! 
Sorrow has won her greatest victory 

In that sad life-time full of foulest Bcoms ! 
So sets the western sun in crimson state, 

With blood-red banner streaming down the sky ; 
A dying monarch, still supremely great, 
Pillow'd on clouds of solemn majesty! 
Men gazed : and when the night had pass'd away, 
To-morrow's dawning brought eternal day. 
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III. 

IN CANTERBURY CATHEDRAL, THE CHAPEL OF 
ST. THOMAS A BKCKET. 

TURBULENT saint, within this spot 
I stand. 
Where thou didst breathe thy murder'd 
life away, 
Flying in vain the sacrilegious hand 

Of hired assassins who their king obey ! 
Along these cloisters from the palace near 
Methinks I see thee come on wings of fear ; 
Through this lone chapel — up the steps — and wher 
With light eternal blazed the high altar there — 
In vain ! — Thy foes have seized and hurl'd thee 
down ; 
The blood-bespatter'd pavement tells its tale ; 
Far off each darkened aisle appear'd to frown. 

And all the sacred lights burnt cold and pale ; 
And when those sounds of strife had pass'd away, 
A double silence on the midnight lay. 
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E CRYPT OF CANTERBURY CATHEDRAL. 

ERE Superstition raised her ancient den, 
In days of yore, before her martyr's 
tomb ; 

I far and wide adown this pillar'd gloom 
;e splendour gleam'd upon the eyes of men. 
d the shrine the silver lamps were hung ; 
jewels blazed ; and o'er the pilgrim soul 
h subtlest witchery softest music stole ; 
ostliest gifts were on the altar flung, 
aw the wind, a ceaseless wanderer there, 
ints with damp-laden wing the desolate spot ; 
reverent stranger comes with silly stare, 
hastens on as one who tarrieth not ; 
itter thus a thousand times, I say, 
all the harlot splendour pass'd away. 
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A VIEW OF THE HAMBLETON HILLS, 

YORKSHIRE. 

HERE floats a light o'er yonder woods, 

And on the hill-side bare ; 
An azure and transparent cloudy 
A garment made of air ; 
Which painter's brush can ne'er repeat. 
Nor poet's tongue declare. 

Like Nature's self unchangeable 

Its lucid veil appears, 
Transfiguring the distant scene 

With light of other years ; 
Like Memory, with her softening haze, 

And looking back with tears. 

When first this landscape to my sight 

Sweetly familiar grew. 
Yon mountain with its misty light 

Had donn'd its mantle blue. 
And swath'd the woods that wrapp'd its feet 

In folds of purple hue. 
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And now, a wanderer far and wide, 

Revisiting these scenes, 
Betwixt my new and former self 

What distance intervenes ! 
What gulfs, of which the hermit soul 

In secret sadness weens ! 

O early days of innocence 

And happiness gone by — 
To you, beneath great Nature's smile 

And ample earth and sky. 
Changing amidst unchanging scenes, 

I heave the passing sigh. 

The purple light, that clothes the hill, 

Shall likewise veil the sod 
That rises o'er the cast-off clay 

Of one at home with God ; 
Sign of the finished pilgrimage 

His exiled feet have trod. 
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